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THE JUDGE. 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., (Franklin Square. 


NEW YORK 


THE MARRIAGE QUESTION. 
JUDGE Barrett, of the Supreme Court, 
was reported in the 7ribune, a few days ago, 
very sensible and decided stand 
divorce question. His observat 
inted at length, and formed most in- 
» reading to all whoare concerned in 
the most important of our social prob- 
lems. The learned Judge goes to the basis 
of the question, and wis ly considers that thi 
laws of divorce should be hinged on those of 
the one is the compleme nt of th 
Now, in the State of New 
York the marriage laws are notoriously 


marriage 

er, as 1t were. 
and this most important of contrac 
entered into with less ceremony 
indecent haste than any other c 
to the law. A minor can bi 
marriage contract, though In 
signature held by the courts t 
fact, a man and woman m: 
without any contract or signat 
the mere fact of a man publicl 

¢ a woman to be his wife is 

to oe sufficient evidence of 


Under tl] 


se circumstances it 


Y 
wondered at that cases of bigam\ 


Human nature is human nature, a 
the marriage state is so easily ent 
it is not surprising if young men o 
ly take the step once oftener than the law 
sanctions, and find themselves behind prison 
bars in consequence. In New 


man is liable to meet a great many pretty 


York a youn 
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ay’s walk; and if he 
to lose his heart 
buttons on his 


] 


the other 


» them the 
v-constituted 
lize, of a home 
enity. The 
iugistrate, cler- 
\ official—stands 


‘tion of the law over 


ce, mere cohab- | 


laws of this 


ith mar- 


starve 

Og NIZANc 

the immediati 
The sole 
an annul the contract is the 

t prove. 
eltaer right nor 
sense nor justice in it. As Judge Barrett 
says, the marriage and divorce laws of this 
State require a thorough overhauling. Until 
they are put upon acommon-sense basis, and 
the one is made (as it should be) the comple- 
ment of the other, we will have to put up 
+} loubtful divorces. pro- 
the general 
confusion of the marriage under which 
we suffer now. 


WHAT CONGRESS SHOULD DO. 


gress should do its 


it should 


ne Fortv-eighth Con 

, or even a part of its duty 

en a moiet f the abuses of which 

he country complains, what a busy body of 


men it would be: and what a Herculean task 
is before it. But 


ts memory would be vindicated in after davs 


, on the other hand, how 


THe JUDGE does 


he one ideal Congress. 
not apprehend it an these things will 
occur; he is not troubled by fears that this 


Congress will be canonized by posterity, and 


; possessed with a lively faith that it will 


y much like its predecessors, dis- 


go on, prett 
ussing goat’s wool and sp] tting hairs on 
questions of party preference, and leaving 
the greater needs of the nation untouched. 


We have no reason to think it will do other- 


wise; and we have analogy and precedent to 
ss i 





adduce in favor of the theory that the Forty- 
eighth Congress will resemble the Forty-sev 
enth as closely as the Forty-seventh resem- 
bled the Forty-sixth und so on, ad infini- 


Livin. 


Nevertheless, though far from sanguine on 
the subject, THE JUDGE feels that he would 


] 
not be doing his duty if he did not call the 


‘ 


attention of the country’s lawgivers to a few 
of the points in this land of ours where inter- 
ference would be advisable, and where reform 


would be a boon. 


In the first place, there are the Mormons; 
a plague-spot on the fair face of civilization 
who should be made to amend the errors of 


With their 


They may 


their Ways or go to Guinea. 
religion we have nothing to do. 
worship in their own Wily, und intercede to 
the heavenly throne through the medium of 
Whatevel prophet they may se lect, Smith or 


Young or old Mormon himself 


welcome to their own form of belief as any 


they “are as 


dan or Christian among us. But 
open shame which the prof ssors 
th lead; their bold defiance of the 
laws of the land, call strongly for 
iterference, enforced, if need be, 
ba Mormonism is a dis- 
‘manhood, and a stain upon our 


Let Con 


ut this den of infamy which is mark- 


ress do its duty, and 


ed upon the maps as Salt Lake ¢ ity. 


In the second place, we have a large num- 
ber of pensioners on our bounty, who are 
known as Indians, and who, as stated in a 
former number of THE JUDGE, spend their 
summers in slaughtering United States citi- 
zens, and their winters in fattening on Uni- 
ted States rations. They are dirty, thievish, 
murderous and lazy. Let Congress vote 
them a bath instead of rations, and then set 
them to work. Let them go on our rail- 
roads, and help to open up the country; or 
on our farms, and help to till them. Let 
them earn their living. Let them under- 
stand that ** nothing for nothing in this 
world ” apples to Indians as well as to other 
people. In short, set them to work; and 
when they have to earn their food they will 
have less time to get drunk and murder peo- 
ple. 
In the third place, there is our navy—— 


well, that is sosmall a subject that little need 


: 


be said of it. | 


> 


setter give it away to the 
poor and get a new one which will be worth 


somethin: would cost-less than keeping 


the old one in repair, 


‘re are the dudes——but that isa 
social question, with which Congress could 
only grapple by enacting sumptuary laws. 
Perhaps the easiest way would be to instruct 
the police of the various cities (for the dude 
is not a rural product) to make it so warm 
for the tight-panted fraternity that they will 
be glad to flee back to England. Or perhaps 
an appropriation might be made to bribe the 
ballet-girls to snub them. THE JUDGE 












leaves this question to the wisdom of Con- 


gress. 


Finally. let the Government assume’ con- 
trol of the telegraph system of the country. 
THe JupGe argued this question so often 
and exhaustively during the period of the 

rike last summer, that he does not think it 
necessary to go over the ground again. It is 
a clear duty of Congress to appoint a com- 
mittee to Inquire into the subject. 

With these few words of advice, THE 
JUDGE wishes the Forty-eighth Congress a 
usefu an | prosp rous session, Ile does not 
n the least expect to see any of his sugges- 
tions followed: but he has eased his con- 
science by making them, and shown the | 


country a short cut towards the millenium. 


CARL SCHURZ. 


Mr.——we beg his pardon—Herr Carl 
Schurz retires from the Evening Post. The 
era of cheap journalism has been too much 
for him, There is nothing cheap about 
Cai nothing at all. The Post has been 
hea » expensis and eminently respectable 
und his regime, and many of New York’s 
‘* best people’ will miss the learned and 
pompous verbosity of its editor. It was a 
paper that suited many, and Carl Schurz 
was itseditor. Vale Carl! May your native 


Germany re you with open arms, and 


extend such a welcome as her gifted son 
deserves. May the lager beer flow in rivers, 
and the pretzels fall in showers on his noble 
head. May they erect a statue on the other 
bank of the Rhine, in his honor, and make 
it life-like. May—but language fails; gifted 


Ne \ \ ork 


ionate farewell. 


Carl Schurz! bids thee a tearful 


and an affect 





Gone, but Not Forgotten. 


Her was a gentle, bashful looking man, 
With features kindly and benevolent. 

And when he spoke, his soft voice seemed 

to charm, 

Like music’s rich mellifluous sounds, 

Which stir the soul and thrill with ecstasy. 
He sat beside ‘ 
While bounding swiftly o’er the iron plain, 
And taiked so charmingly of things divine, 


me on the palace ear, 


Transcendant beauty, and the poet’s theme; 

Of Shakespeare, Bryant, Byron’s master- 
yece, ; 

Shelly, Kent's and Spencer’s ‘* Fairie 


Queene,” 

Till fancy weaved her mystic spell; 

And charmed with richest draughts of the 
sublime. 

My soul was wafted to enchanted realms. 

How sad i felt, when with a friendly grasp, 

‘He pressed my hand and softly said adieu, 

Then. like a sunbeam, vanished from my 
sight. 

Soon vanished all my dreams poetical, 

My gold chronometer had vanished, too. 


Let me but meet that smogth-tongued chap | 


again; 


And by the gods he shall feel the poetic | 


force 
Of a substantial pair of No. twelves. 


| 


| 


| ourn” on the whirl. 


| port side in this ocean of freshness. 








Weu 


Uff 


Mrs. Brown— Why, I thought Washington was dead. 
Mr. B.—And so he is ; he died before the Centennial. 
Baus. B.—- Why, / see here in the paper a headina, **(leneral Washington Dispatches.” 


The Country. 


Doctors recommend the country for fresh 
air, and all that take their advice will surely 
find the air not the freshest thing there. 
Everything is fresh—except the meat—that 
is salt mackerel five times out of six. 

Among all this freshness there is nothing 
so fresh as the countryman himself. His 
best hold is religion and politics. If you 
have never spent an evening in a back 
country grocery store, you don’t know the 
real power that keeps this ‘‘ country of 
[am not criticizing a 
that I know nothing of, like Mr. 
Arnold, who is now raking in the half dol- 
lars of this blasted benighted country as 
sweetly as if he were a poor relation, instead 
of a superior one —a_ veritable ‘‘ king 
among boys.” Rake ’em in, Mat; we’re full 
of °em; and when you go home give us the 
devil because our bloody dollars are only 
worth ninety-two cents. But I was at the 
country—the real, rural, nice, delightful 
country. Countrymen are all I have said; 
but if you expect to find the country girl 
fresh, you are going to get left, ‘‘ Eli.” She 
is a ship-load of salt with a bad list to the 
She 

delights in giving parties. I went to one, 
not long since, and that is why [ am writing 
this. We played ‘* Post-office,” Road to 
Rome, and several other kissing games. And 
then we had apples, cider, doughnuts and 
hickory nuts. While we were feasting 
‘* sister Pearl ” (full name ‘‘ Pearly Wave ”’) 
| sang ‘‘ The Bridge.” ‘‘ Sister Pearl” has a 
beautiful voice that can call the men to din- 
ner when they are too far away to hear the 
| fish horn. 
I ate on little suspecting the horrors that 
| were to come from it. There is only one 
| thing about that party that I remember with 


class 


o. songs. | pleasure; I walked home with the prettiest 





girl in the neighborhood, and kissed her 


good-night just as happy as could be; but 
when I went to bed I payed the penalty. 
There was no sweet drama of love for me. 
The first thmg I saw was two big apples 
fighting, with doughnuts for gloves. It 
would have made Queensbury dance to have 
seen them at it. I heard such cries as 
‘* First cider for Baldwin; knock him into 
pumace; kick a seed out of him;” and then 
there came a shower of hickory nuts that 
broke up the fight like a sheriff. Then I 
awoke, and walked the floor till morning, 
with the worst attack of dyspepsia I ever 
had. 

Vistons of hickory nuts, 

And doughnuts and cider, 

Haunted my sleep till I was almost insane, 

And I vowed never to go to a party again. 

5S. B. 


Epwarkb LOONEY, who has for some time 
carried a horse-chestnut in his pocket as a 
protection against heart disease, is thought 
to be a little * looney ” on the subject of 
hearts, and is advised, if the horse-chestnut 
fails, to keep from the society of the Brook- 
lyn girls. 


PoLice Commissioner Jourdan has sud- 
denly become a great admirer of Mayor Low. 
—Morning Journal. 

This shows he is getting ‘‘ Low” in his 
taste. 


EX-CONGRESSMAN Bliss has not retired 
from politics, as some of the opposite party 
had hoped. After the next election they 
may find Bliss in office, and only be sur- 
prised at their ignorance, which in this 
instance is not bliss. 


Wuat piece of armor does that talking 
quadruped of Balaam’s remind you of? A 
cuirass—(queer ass). Patent applied for. 
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LucInDA and her mother have at last 
gone home, but I had them here for Evacua- 
tion day and Thanksgiving as well. 

I hate holidavs anyhow, and what upon 
earth the Americans want to celebrate the 
departure of the British for, is more than I 
ean tell. For my part I wish they’d never 
gone away, and that we were still under 
British rule. I might have been a Duchess 
or a Countess, or something with a title. 
I’m quite certain I never would have been 
plain Mrs. Pennyfeather. Ileraclitus says, 
on the other hand, I might have been a bar- 
maid: but I'd like to know what he knows 
abo if 

We were invited to a champagne lunch on 
one of the boats down the harbor, the 26th, 
but I declined going, for I didn’t propose 
dragging Lucinda along, and as for Mr. 
Pennyfeather, ‘well, a champagne luncheon 
party was ho pla ‘e for him. He hired a 
window for the family to view the parade, 
but I remained at home with Kathleen, who 
had a cold. When I saw the rain come 
down I congratulated myself on my fore- 
thought and common sense. 


it 


Thanksgiving day was horrid, too; it 
always is. Now Christmas is a day that’s 
celebrated everywhere, except in China, and 
a few other small and unimportant countries 
I believe: but Thanksgiving is American 
and plebeian, and I dislike it. 

Heraclitus must needs express an untoward 
desire to have some old-fashioned dough- 
nuts and mince and pumpkin pies, and for 
two days his mother and Lucinda had the 
kitchen all sixes and sevens with their mix- 
ing and mussing. Dinah got rampunctious, 
and I declare if my whole system of house- 
keeping wasn’t upset by their performances. 
When I asked them why they couldn’t teli 
Dinah how to make the things, and let her 
do it, they rolled up their eyes, then looked 
at each other as if they piticd my ignorance, 
and sniffed contemptuously. I was so mad 
that I rang for the coupe, took Kathleen 
and Marie off with me for a shgpping tour, 
and left them monarchs of all they surveyed. 
They swooped around all day ; peeked ‘into 
the pantry and refrigerator, for Dinah told 
me so, and I heard them talking about the 
fearful extravagance and waste, after they 
went to bed that night. Thev were disap- 

ointed at not finding more dirt I guess, but 
Dinah is as neat as wax, and didn’t give them 
a chance to discover any. 

Then such a dinner as they produced. 

**A most excellent dinner,” Heraclitus 
called it; and I just asked him how he’d 
like me to give such an entertainment some 
evening to some of his friends. 

No oysters, no soup, no salad, no wine and 
no ices ; but turkey, chicken pie, mince pie, 
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pumpkin pie, doughnuts and cider, all served 
n one conglomerate mass. 
All I wonder at was that they omitted 
the traditional dish of pork and beans. How 
I despise Yankee cooking, anyhow. No 
stvle, no delicatessen, no nothing; and | 
said as much to Heraclitus. 
** No matter,” he replied, ** it tastes good.” 
‘**Who cares if it does?” I responded, 
‘when the table isn’t prettily decorated and 
things are not properly served ?” 
* Well,” said he, ** [don’t want to eat the 
table, and I don’t care how things are served 
if I only get them hot and well cooked.” 
**Oh, don’t you?” I said. ‘* When your 
mother and sister are not here, you make as 
much fuss as anybody if everything is not 
au fait; and you said so much to the 
| waitress the other day because she forgot to 
prepare the finger bowls at dinner, that 
when I was listening through the speaking 
tube afterwards, I heard her say she’d leave 
if you spoke to her that way again.” 
Then he was mad, of course: he always is 
if he gets the worst in an argument, and thi 
only reply he could make was, “If you'd 
keep your ears away from the speaking tube 
you wouldn’t hear so much, by half.” 
" Asif I didn’t know that without his tell- 
ing me. I wonder if he thinks I’d be fool 
enough to go to the trouble of listening if I 
could hear without it. I never saw such 
a man, and his family are all just like him. 
After I got Lucinda all fixed for the opera 
the other night, she must go and spoil the 
whole effect by putting on an old green satin 
gown. I told her to wear black silk: she 
has a nice one, and [ was going to drape a 
lovely white Spanish lace mantilla of mine 
over her head and shoulders: but no, she 
evidently thought I was afraid the green 
satin would eclipse my toilet, and so she ap- 
peared with it on, and looked a guy, of 
I was so mad by that time that I 
didn’t care what she did; and when she 
stuck some red artificial roses in her hair, 
that Marie and I had arranged so nicely, and 
proceed d to draw ona pair of bright yellow 
two-battoned kids, I never said aword. J 
thought if she wanted to look like a South 
American maccaw, she could. 

When we entered the box (we were late, 


course, 


| of course, though I had tried my best for 


once to be early and escape observation), 
everybody stared. 

To cap the climax, Heraclitus must whisper 
in my ear and ask me how I came to allow 
Lucinda to make such a figure of herself. 

I annihilated him with one glance, and 
told him in hissing tones, I’d explain how I 
came to allow it, after we reached the seclus- 
ion of our bed-room He shrugged hi 
shoulders, was ugly all the evening, and just 
to spite me, L know, insisted upon going to 
Delmonico’s, where Lucinda was the 
eynosure of all eyes in the room. 

She acted like a fool at the opera; .held 

| her fan before her face while the ballet and 
Cavalazzi danced, and ‘after one glance 
around the house, refused to look again, but 
kept her eyes on the floor while the singing 
was geing on. She said the women in the 
boxes were appalling spectacles, and shock- 
ing to look at. I quite agreed with her in 
this opinion, and thought most of them were 
shocking, though not for the same reason 
she did. She wouldn’t see any beauty in a 
bare neck and arms, even if they belonged 
to the Venus de Milo, though when I told 
Heraclitus SO, he sald probably not, for as 
fur as he knew the Venus de Milo didn’t 
have any arms; and then he laughed and 
apparently thought he had said something 

| funny. 


Well, we got her and her gorgeous apparel 
away from Delmonico’s; and the next day, 
she and dear mother-in-law departed lor 
Berkville. | Wis sO olad to see the last f 
them that I just lay down on the 

they *d gone and had a real eood cry. 

I was mad ut myself to think I’d been fool 
enough to invite them, but it’s all over now 
and I don’t care. Vl go ahead with pre 
parations for Christmas, and I hope I shall 
have no further interruptions. I’m sure | 
don’t know what to get for Heraclitus. 1 
guess I'll order the coupe and go to some of 
the gentlemen's furnishing stores and look 


} 


around. It seems so nice to have a carriage 


of one’s own—such a nice one too. Tm 
proud of Dolly, the horse; but Patrick! 
Patrick, I’m sure, will be the death of me. 
But Heraclitus seems bound to keep him, 


and all because he is such a eareful driver. 
As if there were not plenty of other careful 
drivers to be had! Then, too, I think he 
and Marie are getting up a flirtation, and 
I'll have no love-making going on in my 
house. What Marie can 7 him I can’t 
tell, for he is as ugly as the is long, and 
she is pretty and stvlish enough for any- 
body. 

I told Heraclitus they were sweet upon 
each other, and he said, ** Stuff and nonsense, 
Penelope!” 

I told him it was not stuff and nonsense 
at all. That I should believe what I heard 
with my own ears and Saw with my own 
eves, and he couldn't prevent it. 

‘All right,” said he, ** ll swallow what 
you say, speaking tube and all, if you’ll 
just give me a rest. 

This insulting remark I treated with silent 
contempt, but time will show that I’m 
right, and he’ll find out before long that the 
person to be trifled with is not 

PENELOPE PENNYFEATHER. 


** WIFE, vou shall not wear those kittens’ 
heads on your hat,” sald a Be roh crue Itv-to- 
animal man to his wife, on the arrival of her 
new winter hat. 

**You’re a tyrant, every inch of you— 
but Ill go for repo sxe,” 


nant lady. 


re pled the indig- 


ctor Jewett is said to be one 
and most efficient officials 
Shrewdness has for years 


: characteristics of the few at 


1 laughs at the report that 
1ew Brooklyn paper started 
‘Let them talk. I Kin- 


ée or two yet, if they do. 


Our ‘“ BeavctiruL Snow” Poet trying to write 
on his favorite theme, with the thermometer up in 
| the seventies. 














Surgit Amari Aliquid. | 


You are surprised, I suppose, that I write to you 
Waking the past from its slumbers again. 

Don't be afraid, dear; I shall not recite to you 

All the strange things that have happened since 

then 

ince that bright summer and ao you remem be rvet 
How you so gracefully sent me away? 

tven my heart can light up like an ember yet 
When | look back on that day 


Since that last day I have met you repeatedly 
Met is meet 


You, I must say, have invariably greeted me 


waifs on society's Waste 


With the most faultlessly exquisite taste; 
Bowed, as a statue might—gracefully, frigid] 
Sometimes extended a neat little glove 
1 often wonder—don’'t you, dear?—how rigidly 


vince trains foolish love 


I never tried to distress you or flurry you 
Out of the calm of your quiet repose 

I have no wish and no reason to worry you 
Why should I care to be one of your foes? 

lam but one whom you worshipped devoted]y 
Back in the bliss of the d ivs that are dead 

Yes, dear, you did; for you told me so—wrote it me; 


] recollect what you said 


All through that summer how bright was Arcadia, 
Kept by ourselves for each other alone 
Often, no doubt, I would tenderly say to you 
Words that you now would turn crimson to own 
Yes, we were happy then—weaving so pensively 
Bright wefts of bliss, to unweave them again 
Now, I can see we were flirting extensively 
I thought it true loving then 


Down on that bank where the earliest daisy gvrows— 
You must remember that fair summer noon 

How we sat fanned by the sway of the lazy rose, 
Swinging in time to the zephyr’s slow tune; 

And yet you jilted me—well, you were dutiful; 
Prudence stepped in—you were going too far 

Girls of to-day may be well bred and beautiful. 


Yet what poor creatures they are! 


Then you got married, and looked from your pin 


tation, looked placidly glad 
Cruelly beautiful, faultlessly cynical 

Down on the wearisome struggle I had 
Well, it is over—no longer re vretfully 

I face the world with impassible brow 
Not in impatience, not angrily, fretfully 


l am indifferent now 


Once, when I thought of you, I used to mar a phrase 
Commonly Whispe red of old by us both 

Turning a love-sentence, by simple paraphrase 
Into a something that sounds like an oath 

Those were the days when my grief was vociferant; 
Now it has died, in time’s natural lapse 

As to the past, I am wholly indifferent 
A trifle thankful, perhaps 


So, when we met last night, I tell you, verily, 
I could but marvel if Time were the foe— 
Time, that slips by me so easily, merrily 
That was to blame for those wrinkles you show; 
When I detected the rouge where the rose had been. 
You may believe that I blessed my escape 
Yes, dear; ‘twas artfully done—but your clothes had 
been 


Padded to fill out your shape! 


I could but notice how my Old love owed her hair, 
Silken and fine, to the coiffeur’s deft skill: 

How her vivacity came from the Roederer, 
Ilow her endurance was sheer strength of will— 

Just as her husband derives his magenta nose 
From his unflagging attention to Port 

Ah, dear, Ambition did wrong when it rent a rose 
Fair as you were, for his sport. 


THE JUDGE. 


‘‘T always take one, just to help you poor fellows 
vet rid of them,” said the Colonel, with a smile 


Yes, dear; I watched you attentively, zealously 
Though I observed the old man at your side 
Your husband’ Beg 


Olid man! pardon, dear- 
jealously 
Followed my eyes when their purpose he spied 
Seeing those lips which 1, all unforbid of you, 
Tasted so oft, wreathed in hypocrite smiles, 
I felt exultant at being well rid of you 
Well rid of you and your wiles 


Well, adieu, dearest! Be blest with your imbecile; 
I see he’s subject to jealous attacks— 

So I, to humor whatever his whim be, seal 
This, my last note, with intangible wax; 

And you may show it him—that old smile flittingly 
Crossing your face as light crosses a flower: 

Faded one? V’est-ce pas? Well, you’ve unwittingly 


Served to amuse me an hour G. H. JESSOP 


Alonzo Busbee: His Life and Im- 
pressions. 


BY WILLIAM GILL. 


CHAP. XVII 

‘Horrors on Horror’s head accumulate.” 
-Dare Belasco. 
Now comes, in order, one of the most sen- 
sational episodes of my sensationally episodi- 
cal career, Think of all the wild, weird, Wwo- 
ful, wonderful climaxes ever evolved from 
the fertile brains of Braddon, Belot, Jules 
Verne, E. D. N. Southworth, Wilkie Col- 
lins, ** Ouida,” Dumas, pere et fils, Zola, Mrs. 
Henry Wood, Charles Reade, G. P. R. James, 
Victor Hugo, Harrigan, and Tony Pastor, 
boil them all down into one stupendous re- 
alistic tableau, and you will gain but a faint, 
shadowy idea of the terrific word-picture I 
am about to present to your astonished gaze. 
That vou may thoroughly understand what 
is to follow, it will be a judicious act on my 
part to afford you a glimpse at my geograph- 
ical surroundings. Madagascar is enthroned 
in the Indian Ocean, separated from Africa 
by the Mozambique channel, and is quite a 
number of miles from the South pole, which, 
|as my readers are doubtless aware, is the 
main prop of the Antartie Ocean. Some 
miles, more or less, from Tamatave, the cap- 
ital of Madagascar, as the crow flies (or as 
| any other bird flies, for that matter), lies 


STRIKING HOME. 
Ay 





“ Too free a country, altogether—insult wherever 
you go.” (We give the circular, just as it read) 


Australia, the blissful home of that ‘‘ amoo- 
zin’ little cuss, the kangaroo.” Well, some- 
where between Madagascar and Australia re- 
poses the island upon which I found myself 
stranded after my ignominious expulsion 
from the territory of Queen Ramahamavora. 
It will be very necessary, for the proper un- 
derstanding of what follows, that my readers 
should bear the foregoing in mind, otherwise 
thev will be liable to lose sight of some of 
the best points in my story—which would be 
a pity, perhaps not so much for the readers 
as for the story, which is not built to stand 
many losses of that nature. The only loss, 
so far, is the publishers’, and that don’t sig- 
nif to any one but the publishers. 

Let “em lose—who cares? Let them en- 
courage art more generously, and they will 
win my sympathy. That’s not much, I 
grant, to buy new presses and|tvype—but it’s 
all they'll get out of me. I don’t suppose 
any one will believe it when I state the fact 
that all I receive per chapte r for this novel 
is $500; and when I kick, they (the publish- 
ers) turn around in the most insulting man- 
ner possible to be conceived, and tell me that 
that’s about $499.99 more than it’s worth, 
and their only reason for giving it to me is 
to prevent my disgracing the profession of 
journalism by going on Wall Street and be- 
coming a low cad of amillionaire. Those are 
the kind of publishing ducks [have to work 
for, and therefore I say that sympathy for 
them is a misplaced piece of sentimentalism. 
Having thus relieved my mind, and, at the 
same time, lengthened my narrative ina very 
artful manner, I will proceed with my prize- 
candy novel. 

If the gentle reader can remember as far 
back as my last chapter, he will recollect 
that he left me there, a sort of modern 
Robinson Crusoe, with his parrot multiplied 
by a million, and his goats and so forth 
spread out into a menagerie of every known 
bird, beast and fish; and that my idea was to 
find out a way of getting my wild-beast show 
to America, where I could out-Barnum Bar- 
num, and cast the past glories of Van Am- 
burg into the shade. I set to work to gain 
the respect and love of my companions; that 
done, | started in to teach them to perform 
various tricks that should make my show the 
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most unique that had ever won the cultured | 
admiration of the Hoosiers. I taught the | 
lions to turn three summersaults in the air 
over the backs of sixteen elephants; and the | 
hogs to chew tobacco and spit on the floor, 
with all the grace of a New-York alderman | 
in a street-car. I got the monkeys to do ev- 
erything a dude can do, but talk—possibly 
that was an improvement on the dude; and 
I was making rapid progress with the educa- 
tion of all the other animals, when the most | 
extraordinary thing occurred that ———. | 
Well, the remembrance of that unprecedent- | 
ed event, even after this lapse of time, thrills | 
me with horror. Oh, those days of doubt, 
anguish, despair, delirium, amazement, con- 
sternation, prostration, knocked-out-in-one- 
round, biff-biffedness, surprise, mortification, 
numbness, bewilderment, terror, stupefac- 
tion, heart-sinking and utter demoralization! 
ye haunt me yet! In the height of revelry, 
when sparkling wine and girls divine togeth- 
er shine, and make me pine—for seltzer in 
the morning; in the dim, dark watches of 
the night, when graveyards yawn, and cats 
upon the lawn sing love songs to the morn— 
they gather round my memory, like flies a- 
round a molasses barrel, or bunco-men 
around a ‘‘ hay-seed;” they call me whtn I 
have only Jack-high in my hand, and have 
been making a grand bluff to get away with 
the pot! Oh, those awful, blood-curdling 
days of horror! never to be forgotten while 
Reason holds her sway in this distracted 
brain—am I never to be rid of your goose- 
fleshing memory? 

[To be continned—unless the author tum- 
bles to himself, and commits suicide. } 


A YOUNG man recently bought a copy of 
**Grandfather’s Clock” at a music store, 
and was at the same time supplied with a 
bullet-proof undershirt. The clerk explain- 
ed that such articles always went with cer- 
tain songs, by order of the Board of Health. 


the merchant’s 
announce, of course. 


How mach weight does 
“ad” carry! Why, 





THE JUDGE. 


SHOPPING, IN TWO CHAPTERS—Cuapter I. 





ecauUse we 


2// Ais ss } ok 


wanted / to yo al 


Washington Gossip. 
BY ot " wat LIAR 


Wasnineton, D. C., Dec. 6. 

A club has lately been formed in thiscity, 

having for its title ‘‘ The Pension-Claimants 

| Aid Society.” Its name denotes the object 

for which it was brought into being. All 

who were maimed in the Mexican campaign 

and the War of Secession need not apply, as 

the society deals only with the following 
persons: 

1. Those who might have been maimed 

in the aforesaid wars, had they taken part 


| therein. 


2. Who were injured in any way in 
saw mills; horse, or railway car accidents; 
through the bursting of buzz-saws; street 
fights; saloon squabbles; elections; steam- 
boat disasters; domestic rows; by snake 
bites; mule kicks: theatre fires, or bad 
whiskey. during the continuance of the wars 
aforesaid; owing to which the partie S$ so in- 
jured were rendered ine apuble of taking part 
in said battles, and thereby losing the chance 
of receiving such serious wounds as would 
entitle them to a portion of the funds set 
apart by a grateful Republic for the relief of 
the gallant defenders of her Nationat honor. 

3. All relations, unto the remotest 
confines of consanguinity—including 
mothers-in-law and divorced wives—of the 
aforesaid might-have-been victims of cruel 
war. 

4. All proprietors, or lesses of saw 
mills; shareholders in horse or railway car 
lines; owners of buzz-saws; principals in, 
and aiders and abetteors of street fights; 


| saloon keepers; voters at election; owners, 
| captains, officers, deck hands, engineers, and 


roust-a-bouts of steamers; wives and hired 
girls; drivers of mules; proprietors and 
lessees, stage and acting managers, ushers 
and ticket skalpers, of theatres; and distillers 
of bad whiskey who were mulcted in 
damages by the parties aforesaid who were 
injured by said causes, and who, had the 
aforesaid injured parties not been rendered 
incapable of taking part in said battles, 


on . | One eles K ] leoted tipace - Si [| be wa astons: 
Things 
4 


hed wh. m he sav 


hs boys es with bundles 


would not have been so mulcted in the 


damages aforesaid. 


The lavish and indiscriminate manner in 
which pensions have bi en ladl d out lately 
to all who have been wise enough 
pension agents to act for them, affords the 
** Pension-Claimant Aid Society ” very good 
hope of a speedily renumerative business, 


to engage 


in view of the statement of the Demo- 
crats that unless they elect the next Presi- 
dent—and that of the Republicans, that if 
the next four years of Federal powc! is vested 
in the Demceratic party—and that of the 
Prohibitionists, that unless whisky-drink- 
ing is made a penal offence 
Greenbackers, 


f 


and that if the 
thet unless the paper currency 
is inflated the United States will go 
h—ades—your correspondent would suggest 
that all parties write upon a ticket that shall 
have at its head the name of the sweet in- 
fidel of Illinois, Robert Green Ine 
As he don’t believe in no such place—as 
Johnny Logan would remark in his nervous 
Anglo-Illmoian—this great and gk 
Repubhe will be safe from the Infernal 
for three years at least; and perhaps during 
that time the legal industry of the 
ee ean induce old Beelzy to take a free- 
lunch a a la Lord Coleridge, kill him off 
with California-champagne breakfasts and 
Evarts 16x24-sentenced speeches, and so for- 
ever free America from his grip. 


3 ] 
eCrTsoll,. 


rious 


Attorney-General Brewster has vindicated 
the dignity of outraged justice, by 
ing in attaching the person of Ex-Senator 
Spencer, of Alabama, and having said per- 
son brought on to Washington to answer for 
contempt of court in not appearing when re 
quired so to do, as a witness in the histori- 
cal Star Route trials. Spencer says that he 
was unaware of the demand for his presence. 
As Mr. Ex-Senator Spencer can read, and 
as every newspaper in the country was full, 
at the time, of his mysterious disappearance, 
the only reason that can be assigned for his 
ignorance of the fact that he was wanted, i 
that he was qualifying himself to become a 
most desirable juror. 
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** AWFUL sounds at dead of night.” ** The 
weird stranger and the mis-shapen coffin.” 
“The veiled woman and the blood-stained 
garments. What happened last night at 
No. 301 street. Isit crime or spirits?” 

Such was the dreadful heading in the 
daily Bellows, which lay upon my breakfast 
table; and the report which followed, fully 
carried out the promise of the lurid head 
lines. It was indeed a tale of horror and 
mystery, and all about me and my house, 
for I live at 301 ——— st. 

Some people like to be mysterious, and 
make the world believe that they are in 
some way beings out of the ordinary run of 
humanity; but for my part, I have always 
desired to go along smoothly and calmly; 
attending to my business, paying my debts, 
and living like ‘‘a Christian and a good 
citizen.” 

It is not my fault that nature has given 
me a dark complexion, a hollow voice, a 
cadaverous face, and a tall and attenuated 
form. The livid scar across my face, which 
gives it such a strange and sinister express- 
ion, was not received in a duel, or on an 
awful night of blood and death with red-fire 
and slow-music effects. It was produced by 
the kick of a one-eyed mule on my father’s 
truck farm in New Jersey, when I wasa boy. 

As a matter of fact, I have no awful story 


in my life; and have never done anything { 
more mysteriously dreadful than to work in ! 
a tannery and sell sole leather in the Swamp. | 


But, for all that, something is always put- 
ting me in a false light before the commun- 
ity, whose good opinion it has been the aim 
of my life to secure, and casting an unjust 
and offensive glamour of romance about my 
really respectable life. 

Last week, when I returned home from 
business, I found a crowd congregated on 
the side walk in front of my house. I had 
only lived there a few days. The crowd 
parted as I approached, and I overheard the 
remark, “‘ There’s the queer man that runs 
the haunted house.” 

My house haunted! Whatcould it mean? 
Then I heard a doleful sound; something 
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like a shriek, proceeding 
spectable residence: then a ery of murder! 
murder! I rushed into the house, overcome 
with fear and horror. ‘* For Heaven’s sake, | 
called. What has happened?” My wife 
came running at the sound of my voice. 

**Oh, James dear,” she burst out; ‘* My 
brother William came here this morning. 
Iam sure T didn’t ask him. He has been 
drinking a great deal, and now he is in an 
awful state, calling murder, and snakes, and 
all sorts of horrid things.” 

“Yes,” I said, in a severe tone; ‘* the re- 
sult | have so often prophesied has come to 
puss. He has got a fit of the delerium 
tremens, and has come to my house to enjoy 
it. You must send for Aunt Sarah to help 
us take care of him.” Just then I heard a 
heavy fall on the floor over my head. I 
knew what that meant, and hurried up-stairs 
to the unfortunate victim of alcohol. 

In a few hours we had the young man in 


from my re- 


a tolerably comfortable condition, under the 
Aunt Sarah had a great | 


eare of his aunt. 
angry boil on her nose, poor thing, and had 
come to the house with her face wrapped up 
ina thick veil, partly to hide the red and 
swollen condition of her nasal organ, and 
partly to keep the cold from complicating 
the troubles of that afflicted member. 

My wife’s brother, William, plays the 
double bass at the church of the Seven 
Candlesticks, in Brooklyn; that is to say, he 
used to; but his habits had become so in- 
temperate as to disgust the musical com- 
mittee. The verv night that William se- 
lected my house to have his delirium tremens 
in, an expressman brought to my door a 
huge black box, and this note: 

Wituiam WILLIAMS. 

Sir: Your persistent non 
attendance at service and rehearsals has made your 
assistance no longer desirable. I herewith return 
you your bass-viol, and hope that you will some 
day see the wisdom of changing your present mode 
of life. Yours, ete. BETHOVEN STUBBS. 

It was long after midnight when Aunt 
Sarah came down-stairs, thickly veiled, with 
a bundle under her arm. ‘‘ Dear William 
is sleeping quietly,” she said, ‘‘and I am 
going to take his clothes round to the house. 
to fix them up, so they will be ready for him 
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when he gets about again. They are in an 
awful state.” She only lived a little way 
off, so, as I could not leave the house, I let 
her go alone. 

It was the next morning that the startling 
headlines appeared in the daily Bellows, and 
I was called upon to explain ‘*the veiled 
woman,” the  mis-shapen coffin, the 
ghostly cries, the blood-stained garments, 
and all the rest of it to a police official and 
ascore or two of interviewing reporters. Of 
course, I set the matter straight; but I am 
still a marked man in my _ neighborhood, 
with a most unpleasant and lurid notoriety 
clinging to my name and place of residence. 

Well, I shall move, and make one more 
attempt to live a plain and unromantic life in 
anew neighborhood; and if any more mys- 
teries eventuate, I shall give up the struggle 
and go into the business of piracy; start as 
a materializing medium, or get a position as 
public ghoul in a cemetary. 

GEORGE KYLE. 





THe Camden (N. J.) Post is pitched two 
or three octaves higher than the general run 
of suburban journals. It is a paper that we 
are glad to see on our exchange table, and we 
never open it without finding something good 
in it—which is why we like the Camden Post. 


‘“* Empty vessels make the most noise,” is 
a proverb that can scarcely have been com- 
posed in a lager-beer saloon by a looker-on 
among ‘full’? Dutchmen. 


‘* FINE feathers make fine birds” was 
probably said before the present rage for 
feather trimmings rendered handsome plu- 
mage the most perilous birthright a fowl 
could have. 


** THE wages of sin is death ” will be more 
universally believed in as an adage when an- 
other half-century or so has left nothing but 
a memory of the municipality of New York 
city. 


It seems hardly appropriate to speak of a 
solemn book as boundin’ sheep. 
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‘Lydia de Kildegrassing.”’ 


LYDIA DE KILDEGRASSING, 
Vad MOIS dle Bowder. 

Began some thirty years ago, 
To puff her face with powder. 


1 


In early life, she wedded one 
Emanual Von Canal. 

And as his wife, she learnt the use 
Of pink and white enamel. 


He died. Alas! She wedded then 

A Frenchman, Jacques de Grisettes. 
And spent his little fortune in 

The purchasing of frissettes. 


And at his death she deigned to bless 
De Saucy, her adorer. 

During his time she freely used 
The famous ‘** Hair Restorer.” 


But finding it was all in vain, 
And time and youth were flying, 
After his death she learnt the art, 
Of regular hair-dying. 


By all these means she well defied 
The time so swiitly passing, 

And wed again. Her name was then, 
Lydia de Kildegrassing. 


She’s beautiful forever now. 
De Grassing’s growing older. 
And as he does, his Lydia’s love, 
I fear is growing colder. 


| | ** Just see that young and lovely one.” 
The youths exclaim in dudgeon; 
On such an old curmudgeon.” 


Not so, my boys: she’ll live him down. 


” And, with her paint and powder; 








‘‘ Tied down to spend her love and life, 
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An eminent Chicago artist is painting a St 
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FEAT 

Louis girl's feet 

Will bloom as voung, as fresh and free, 
As when she was De Bowder. 


Now. girls, as voua moral crave, 
I'll try and do my duty. 
Will this one do? At any cost, 


Preserve your youth and beauty. 


If you don’t like it, try vourselves. 
I'l] promise not to quarrel 
With any moral you put in, 
Or even an unmoral. M. K. J. 





Borrowmore Blower’s Letter to The 


Judge. 

SINCE my last there has been a change in 
the Blower mansion—a new, andI may add, 
an important addition to the family in the 
shape of a youthful Blower. 

Stocks and their prices have not been 
questioned, so I breathe freely for the time 
being. 

The affair seems likely to prove expensive, 
for I have been called upon to treat every- 
body I know, and many that I don’t know. 

The strangest part of it is, everybody 
seems to know me. 

An unknown individual grasped my hand 
this morning as I emerged from my own 
door; and after a hearty squeeze, said 
** Allow me to congratulate you, my dear 
sir. Is it a boy or girl?” 

** Oh, a boy, of course,” I said. 

Then my next door neighbor, stopping me 
on the side walk, said, ‘*‘ Oh, happy Blower. 
[ listened to the air vou were playing on the 
violin last night, and I knew by the way you 
drew the bow across that violin that some- 
thing uncommonly pleasant had taken place 
to put you in such remarkable humor.” 

“I haven’t touched the violin 
since stocks tumbled,” said I. 


since— 


and hand-shaking me. 


““Ts that so?” said he. ‘* From whence, 
then, issued those entrancing sounds?” 

It must have Blower Jim,” said I, 
“The ‘ seraphic didn’t close his 
mouth from sundown till broad day-light 
this morning.” 

** Then he is a Blower by nature as well as 
name,” said he. 


* Yes, and 


been 
tooter . 


evervbody is congratulating 


Ileaven knows what 


for. I've had no sleep for a week: every- 
thing at sixes and sevens and the whole 
house turned topsy-turvey. Not a meal on 


home 


The 


time nor one comfort for my poor 


frame. Blower be 
blowed.”’ 

My neighbor laughed till his sides shock: 
said, ** You'll get d to it. 
and in less t all think 
was never such a child born as 4 
tooter.”” 


racked young 


then Blower; 


lin SIX Weeks Ve there 


ur seraphic 
I was just going for a walk, to see how it 
would seem to get a bi 
| was 


{ 


ath of fresh air, when 
lled back by the i se, 
“The dickens take her.” 
undertone. Of course, I 
it wloud. The old } 
up to that 
enter he r head if left to herself. 
i Mrs. Blower wishes to speak with you 
before you go down town.” 
“Oh!” said I. 
“Yes. [ve been telling her that it is 
high time vou settled upon a name for the 


suid I. im an 
didn’t dare tp say 
thin puts Mrs. Blower 


all sorts of notion would never 


~ No doubt 


for your advice 


Mrs. Blower 
iis | suid. 

‘She seemed so, sir. i’ve nursed in the 
very best families in the city, sir, for the 
past twenty vears: and I can’t eall to mind 
familv that let twenty-four hours go 
over the head of a child without christening; 
in fact, some people take time by the fore- 
low k and have a name ready.” 

Indeed,” said I. 

+70. This negligence in regard 
toa name for your son worrits me: indeed 
it do, sir: and if you haven't got your ideas 
fixed on any one name in particular, I world 
suggest Jehosh: phat.” 

I shouted with a that made the 
garulous old woman jump off her feet, for I 
was quite out of temper with her. 

““That’s a 
needn't speak so loud. I’m not 
hearing,” said she, and as she 
to the house I sauntered off 
thinking the all important 
selecting a name for the tooter 


is very thankful 


one 


indeed. 


voice 


name, but you 
hard of 
went back in- 
down town, 
business of 
could be 


good Christian 


postponed till my return. 

I was detained longer than I expected. 
Piles of letters unopened at my office, de- 
manded a cursory glance at least. 

‘* What a strange name you selected for 
the baby,” was Mrs. Blower’s salutation, the 
moment I entered her room. 

“T have hame, I 
nurse I thought need be 
about it.” 

** Oh dear!” said Mrs. Blower. ‘* She told 
me you said it should be Je hoshaphat, and 
the rector has been here and christened him. 
It is such a dreadfully old name, I could 
not at first reconcile my mind to it; but 
thinking it might be a family name in the 
Blower family, ages back, I did not oppose 
it. 

‘* The nurse be ——. 


sel ected no 
there 


told the 
no hurry 


” 


I could not finish the sentence, for the old 
simpleton appeared that minute with young 
Jehoshaphat in her arms, and seeing Mrs. 
Blower looked flushed and unhappy, I said 
“It is an old family name. Away back, 





many generations, there was a Jehoshaphat 
in the family. 

‘IT trust he was a very worthy person,” 
said Mrs. B. ‘* You know there 
stition that ehildren resemble in character 


Is a sup l- 
those they are named after.” 
| vl will tell vou his history to-morrow. 
You look tired to-night. You had_ better 
try and get some sleep.” 
‘So saying I slipped out of the room and 
went for the family Bible, to familiarize my- 
elf with the history of the man whose name 
has been given to the tooter. 





Around the World in Eighty Ways. 


I wish that I was Tourist Cook. 
Don’t you? 
And had a Harper’s tourist book, 
Brand new. 
‘Tis then I’d start, on travel bent, 
View Occident, 
And Orient. 
I’d see the world from pole to pole, 
Explore each cranny, nook and hole. 
Oh soul! 
I wish that I was Tourist Cook, 
With wings. 
I'd have one universal look 
At things. 
I’d travel to the Russian Czar, 
And drink from out his samovar. 
I'd go and view the murky Turk, 
And slyly ’round his harem lurk; 
(To learn how he contrives, 
To navigate with all his wives. ) 
Then, bve and bye, I’d be afar, 
In Spain—a-thrumming the guitar. 
I’d sing an air from sweet Castile, 
(And at the close a poignard feel.) 
You next would see me at Suez, 
Hobnobbing with some noble Fez. 
En route to land of bilious tan 
You follow me? I mean Japan. 
When there, I'd creet the Mika-do, 
And take him for a moonlight row. 
And lo! 
‘Tis thus I’d spin around the sphere, 
And peer 
At everything that’s quaint and queer. 
Oh, dear! 


naught else 


Dear Cook, I'm all agog 
To SOK 
Those countries shown in the geography. 
I want to sean those lands in pink, 
An 


I'd like to cast my eve, 


all those countries colored blue. 

| think, 

On all those parts in yellow, too. 
Phew! Phew! 

How many lands has Tourist Cook surveyed ? 

E’en more than there are in the book, — 

I am afraid. W. P. 





Kissing Condoned. 


LoveEr’s Longer, near Blarney, Ireland 
My DEAR JUDGE.—Can you, will you ex- 
for trespassing on your valuable 
for a few minutes? Blame 
me if you W ill, but forgive me, for vour sweet 
paper, periodical (call it what you will), of 
the 20th ult. has awakened chords in my 
saddened heart which had long ceased to 
vibrate to the touch of mortal. It was but 
a little poem which had this miraculous 
effect on me; a simple little poem, (copied 
from the American Queen), and named ** | 
wonder.” It began in the following strain: 


cuse me 
time and space 


‘*He kissed me, and I knew ‘twas wrong, 
For he was neither kith nor kin; 

Need one do penance very long, 

For such a tiny little sin?” 
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A St. Louis Artist of note is painting the picture of a Chicago girl. 
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Ah! but as the poet said, ‘‘one touch of 
nature makes the whole world kin.” for 
these few limes brought back my 
youth, and through the medium of your 
widely circulated pages, | hasten to answer 
the American Queen who puts the touching ** JUMPING-JACK ”” JONES. the famous 
for | have also wondered. I have pitcher, is a graduate of Yale CoHege. To 
also submitted my woes to the public, and) what 
to my wonder, long years ago, was sent the 
following answer: 


Ir is common to speak of a bridegroom as 
*the lucky man;” but who ever heard of 
‘the lucky woman” in this connection? 
The phrase would be absurd. 


wasted 


question 
** base ” uses may we come at last! 


”» 


A street Arab—** Arrah, be aisy! 


‘Some say that kissing is a sin, some say it’s none 
me Iratic—The organ grinder. 

For there’s been kissing in the world since ever 
there was twa; | 

If it was na lawful, lawyers wouldn't allow it; 

If it was na holy, ministers wouldn't do it; 

If it was na pretty, ladies wouldn't take it; 

If it was na plenty, poor folks wouldn't get it!” 


May these few words from an unknown 
pen soothe the American Queen's conscience | 
as it has soothed mine, who though now 
unable (through want of assistance) to tbe is only one LITTLE LIVER PILL, and that is CAR- 
practice what she preaches, is still willing to , TER’S, There are plenty of other Pills, big and little, but 
join a kissing controversy with anyone. they are not like CARTER'S. Some of them constipate ; som 


. of them gripe and purge, while nearly all disappoint Using 
Yours ever to command, 


KITTY SWEET LIPS 


Carter’s Liver Pills is no experiment. You take them with the 
You fear no gripin 
purging or pain, because they have no such unpleasant action 
1e, Le of Ap 
petite, Indi¢estion, Sour Rising of Food, Bad Taste in the Mouth, 


certainty of improving your health or 





They cure Constipation, Biliousness, Sick Heada 





THE leading lady in a fashionable wedding 
at Grace ( hurch, the other day, had three ind all troubles caused by a Bilious Habit One or two pills 
eyes. The third one wasn’t noticed until make adose. They are strictly vegetable, very small and very 


the clergyman asked, ‘* Wilt thou,” ete. asy to take, and will certainly please anyone. Price 25 cents 
5. Sold by Druggists everywhere 
Ask for Carter’s Little Liver Pills. 


THE President’s cabinet is a valuable piecs 
of furniture. So isthe weather bureau. So 
are the professional chairs in a college. But 
the most popular is a good ‘‘ lounge.” 
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at the 
new 


THE production of ** Storm Beaten 
Union S Theatre introduced the 
house to 
ympany 
hat 


mare 
management favorite he 
publie, and r ie 
anda verv silly ] audience t 
crowded the theatre Then 
was wet—a good many veterans of our citi- 
zen soldiery who have been nursing their rheu- 
Evacuation Day 
how wet that day was, and the night 
wetter. \ more appropriate hame 
‘Storm Beaten ” for a pl 
n such weather can hardly be imagi 
Well, the 
anvhow, and the storm could searcely 
blamed for the damp which the weird, feck- 
the North Polg cast upon 
Fanev Stoddard as a W esley- 
Hard to imagine, certainly— 
Wiis. T'o be sure. he did not gO 
North Pole—a fact on which the wal- 


matism ever sinc will re- 
membDer 
Was even 
iv to be pro- 
bound to be 


play was 
pia 
ins 


t 


less nightmare of 
the audience. 
an preacher! 
but there he 
to the 
ruses, bears and other arctic ‘‘ critters” are 
to be congratulated. Not that Stoddard 
played the part badly—far otherwise; he did 
wonders with it, and groped through the 
part, invoking the Deity, whenever he got 
the cue, with an unction that should fill the 
Union Square with audiences drawn from the 
tly flocks of the Mallorvs. Effie Ellsler 

3 daughter puritanical lit- 

tle woman, who well, and 


looked verv sweet 


a demure, 
loved he r 
: better: and 
and winsome, indeed, in her 
and bonnet tike a beatified 
she speaks of Mr. Sefton (Stoddard) 
‘not yet in holy orders,” 


tleman tottered upon the stage 


father 


somebody else 


modest gown, 


coul-seuttle. Bvy- 
-Wiy, 
but when that 
With ap- 
THI 


up 
I 


parently a leg-and-a-half in the 
JUDGE felt advising him te 
with his ordi: However, 
to be dressed like reverend 
“e of souls. 


grave, 

hurry 
appeared 

centleman 


) 
he 


duly licensed to ac 
But these are det 


sions which the 


The broad impres- 
play produced, from 
what the patent-medicine advertisements re- 


fay + 
ict as 


L1is. 
aside 
feeling,” 
The former 
wonderful, but 


‘that extreme tired 


rest 
on the scenery and the actors. 
is handsome 

eminently satisfa 
exaggerated-looking groups of stal 
all properly-constructe 
to be; whether they bear any resem} e to 
circumpolar scenery, THE JUDGE has had 
no more opportunity of judging than had 
Mr. Marsden, the clever artist who painted 
them. On though, the piece is 
thoroughly I] pr n tl 


the st 


ire and admir- 
s an exceedingly 

, ‘Kee Rankin is forcible, 

though not altogether satisfactory as Chris- 
anson, noris heas lovable as such 

should be. Miss 
strong patheti » qual- 
and weeps through her stilted 
suseating situations with a fervor 
them at times a semblance of re- 
ality—and that she can do this, argues no 
small ability in Miss Harrison. The rest of 
the cast acquitted itself well, and Mr. Whi- 
ting made a most disagreeable villain. With 


tian Christ 
a reduplic 
Maud Harri 
iby as K te, 
lines and n: 
which giv 


ited believer 


son show 8 


+ 
es 





THE JUDGE. 


all his good wishes for the prosperity of the 
Union Square, under its new management, 
THe Jupai Messrs. 
Shook and Collier upon a good beginning in 
‘Storm Beaten.”” The play is foreign to 


atmosphere of this theatre, belongs 


eannot congratl 


and 
reaching school 
y Madison 
Lac kuye’s patent 


ie = ** goody-goody, | 
has been popularized at 
Pe rhaps Steele \ 
chairs brought in a faint, 
Mallory. Ilowever, there 


Ih store, 


which 

Square. 
negative flavor of 
other novelt 


follow 


are 


luck will 


le 
1es 


and better 
the next production. 


surely 


The ubiquitous Have riy has bobbed up se- 


renely in another 
had not expected t 


piace, we 


» find him. 


where, certainly, 
LH has con- 
solidated his minstrel show—mammoth, mas- 
todon, call it what you will—with Billy 

irch, of the San Fran The result of 
the consolidation is a ve ry strong organiza- 


Lion, and, 


Isco’s. 
careful and judicious 
management of A. C. Comstock, Jr. 

of the : 
days than it has fall 


house will SOON see 


upon rece ntly. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


ComicaLus.—You evidently do not rank in the 


make 
You might make 


category of those who were born to others 


laugh and be happy a good cor 


oner, undertaker, tomb-stone artist, or even an in 


telligent and industrious grave-digger—but as anes 
sayist in the comic field, you are a lamentable fail 
again. 

ANAPESTI By all the gods of Valhalla 
Nine Muses of Parnassus and the 


con and a great many 


ure. Don't try 


and the 
Fountain of Heli 
other sacred thin 


es We cannot 


remember just now, if you were within arm’s-reach 


of us at this identical and bly-trying moment 
we would certainly be tempted to assassinate you 
We have lost a precious ten minutes in an ineffectual 
attempt to elucidate the absurdities of your rhymes, 
and it is rather a lucky circumstance (for yourself 
our Devil 


wreak our edito 


hit ] 
tation, eis 


oncealed your ha 


hot ha 


that you « 
in Ste to 
ly 
J w York City Thanks for your ex 
In a litt] 
} 


reach a standard of exc 


time THE JUDGE 
to no 
As it is, 


vancing in 


pression of appreciation 


ence ond 


may 
ition of the same ilk in the w 


’ 


bravely holding 


public 
we are 
the 


sublime wisdom of la ter ane ymicality 


Eviza V are alwa orry to be com 
pelled by the 


consign the « 


editorial rule to 
orrespondent to the 
Yet so it 


inasmuch as you have 


tender embra basket 


IS In our case 


disregarded our ‘in ition to enclose 


stamps for return of MS And now let us se¢ riously 


uivise you to woo some one masculine gen 


der, and let the muses severely alone You are ey 
idently too frail to accomplish the perilous ascent of 
Parnassus 

insult but 


We dislike to 


‘pon our editorial conscience, w« 


old ace, 


are sorely tempted 


O.p TIMER 


to tell you that vou have no right to be masquera 
And that 
you from further consid 


ding in the habiliments of youth with 
soft reprimand we dismiss 
eration 

We should be mo 


renins where it git 


JUveENIii t hapmy 


to encour 


Vere precocious es evidence of 


ex 
istence, but we candidly think that your genius lies 
another direction that of in« ipient mediocrity 
1 good boy; kee master the three R’s 


Reading 
THI 


p at scl 0] 
Riting and ‘Rithmetic 


ire some vears older and wiser, let us 


] 


and when vou and 


Jcper 
hear from you again 

Ovip Nunc Your ‘‘ comic essay,” with 
half a ton of other stuff importance, has 
just this moment been carted off to the celebrated 
waste-paper emporium of Stockwell, 24 Ann street, 
where possibly you may find it before it is convert 
edinto pulp. Try again. 


about 
of eqnal 


That Settled it. 


ON a train two gentleman were dis¢ 
the nativity of a third who sat near tl 
‘T'll bet he’s a southern man.” 

_T No, he looks like a 

We can tell 

can’t we?” 

** All right, for now 
westerner, and I'll ask him the aque 

So he went a the ear and } 
said; ** I beg your pardon, bu 
time is it?” 

<5 We ll, sah,” 
watch, ‘it is fo” minutes be 


That settled 


westerner.”” 


by asking him a qu 


the cigars, 


SIr, 


) 
looking 
fo’ fo’.” 


f ? 
Merchant 


‘*So vou’ve come to ask the hand 


aughter? saad 


d her,’ excla n 
vouth rapt 


] 
sand 


lOOK alt 
: : , 
Impassioned vouth Walk 


stars, 


but he never came bac k again. 


a Philadelphia boy 
man noted f 
rs, ** what 


asked 


progenl 


ull oe as 

paternal 

um 
made o venerally r 

‘What a question!” was the 

don’t | 

minister said you thoug 


tor, a 


erous backslidin 


are 


¢ 


know.” 


ie said he guessed you tl 

) - o es 
that souls were made of asbestos. 
1.77 


Call 


A Brooklyn 
hicago man has 
su] posed the 


girl who 
mysterio 


was 
( 
I 
called 
some 


t 1s 
11 
“ on ier 
women 
thing.—P/ 
“THERE are 1,400,000,000 
the earth at 


statistics,” 


raing 


present, acc 
Mrs. 
from the paper. * 

we haven't had 
ton Transe ript. 


said 


a calle *two days!” 


‘““Don’t go too much on show, my 
remarked Mrs. Yeast to her boy. 

drum major of a band, to be sure, 
attractive, but he 


aqoesn t Turnish any 


) onkey s Slate San, 


music.” 


THe New 
drugging his prisoners so 
s for them. 
hanged wo 
t Free Press. 
said Lord ¢ 
Arth I believe 


and vet somehow it 


{ 


has no terrol 
know when he is 


Detroi 


vred or it 1t < 


much good 


we 
yours once 


THE New Orleans Picayune think 
common sense is be ‘than 
tion.” Of 
rarer and much harder to get. 
script. 


collesc 
course it is, and a goor 
Be sion 

FIRST impressions ar 
tleman remarked when the trip-h: 
came down on his fingers.— Boston 
eript. 


*USSING 
rem. 


estion, 


0) 


al 


Trave eT. 


‘mv life would be 


oO 
Ol 


} 
souls 


ht 


ought 


Phi 


son.” 


The 


Is very 


of the 


1o him 


Tran- 


lasting, as the gen- 


immer 
Trans- 








A Big Game. 


wish to see the 


sporting 





richt away,” said a stout little gentleman, 
walking into the main offic 
‘Wha our tro le?’ asked the port 
er ) ooking up from a special articl 
Ol ri ny Cul i if LSS5. 
*T am tain of the Invineibles,” 
1 Ul stout party, removing his 
classes l jing his lordly brow. 
uryret pany?” asked the sporting 
editor, re s Jockey Club cigar. 
No. sir. said the stout little gentleman, 
Do I like the captain of a target 
compan 
B irdon.”” said the rting editor 
) hat are you the captain of? Perhaps 
tis it t batterv ora tem un ) 1 a 


n the ea f a baseb ib—a picked 
! I picked t myself It’s an agna- 
l l i ( all he same 
"* S | th sporting edito 
No vhat ean I do for you?” 
\\ ot he da the Invincibles 
mwned 


s —tih ul bith s 
8 th U l ) made Tourteen runs 
ie fil | iumped x } n 
' \ ished “em I tell vou Was 
You s l have seen ou el 
} I tell you it was b I 
| 1 we W to the bat and made a 
\ oup if W } ried the Spor or 
\ counle tT dozen or so Q)}) W meant 
1 SS ¢ I t ! | made five home runs 
mvs You should ha seen me getting 
rround se bases. The next inning the 
| verables didn’t make over twenty 
runs 
eT ty runs!” 
“On. 5 I tell vou we were both play- 
r { \ worth, and don’t vou 
{ ! At the fourth ning 
we stood 49 68.” 
“What? l the sporting editor. 
‘“©Oh!' we were just playing,” said the lit- 
tle gentleman, pulling out his silk handker- 
chief and mopping his brow. 


‘Well I should say so. 
round, I should say in the 


made nome 








fift ining, Wwe seventeen runs 
ind ran our score up to, 146.” 

Look here, young man,” said the sport- 
Ing editor, ‘*T wish vou to presume that I 
have a slight knowledge of the game you are 
+ ig about ’ . 

‘‘Sure,” said the little gentleman, ‘* I’m 

i vou the thing straight. We were an 
hourand ten minutes at the bat that inning, 
ind we wouldn’t have been put out then if 

In’t been { au mistake made by one of 
our men at the first bass He started for 

ynd base and Was given lots of advice by 

entire nine as to what he should do, 

ie calling * Go back,’ and others shouting 
(i0 ahead ind he coneluded to 
adopt a middle coursg, and stood stock still 
between the two bases. Of course, a fellow 


on the other side wag mean enough to put 


him out, and that seftl d it.’ 

“Tl should say so,” said the sporting 
editor. 

‘““Well, we were the last at the bat, and 


when we commenced the ninth inning we 
stood 293 to the Unconks 389: but we went 
that last inning. I caught 1 


In to Win on ) 


} 
t 


the bat, and sent a ball clean over five blocks 





THE 


of houses. Of course, that decided the day.’ 
**T should think as much,” said the sport- 


Ing editor. 


JUDGE. 


, 


‘Yes, we kept on making home runs un- 
til it grew too dark and then 
we let up, the game standing, Invincibles, 
1,847 and 4 laps; Unconquerable, 389, and | 
five sent to the hospital. Oh, I tell 
vou, it was a daisy game. Now, 1 want vou | 
to give usa notice.” , 

“Oh. 
he picked up a pen, 


Brook 


to see the bases, 


men 


rood 


rattling 


sure,” said the sporting 


ng editor, as 
and smile 


fy Mif/ 
yn Lagle. 


coldly upon 
his visitor. 





The Station Clock. 


Hr stood at the ticket window slowly un- 
rolling an old-fashioned leather wallet, while 
men stood behind him, 
driven toe madness by the shouting of the 
gateman calling their trains. After he got 
about a vard and a haf of wallet unrolled he 
suddenly stopped and to the 
agent: 

** Ts that clock right?” 

‘* No, sir,” promptly replied the agent. 

<< "Paint? ited the startled passenger, 
stooping down and making a sudden clutch 
at a lean and hungry carpet-bag. ‘+ “Tain’t 
right? Well, what’n the name o* common 
sense do ve have it stuck up there for, then?” 

"To fool people,” calmly replied the 
agent; ** that’s what we’re here for, to fool 


a dozen impatient 


sad ticket 


Sho 


people and misdirect them.” 

** Well, goll,”’ said the passenger, 
hurriedly rolling up his wallet, ‘*then I’ve 
missed my train. [ll report you. I will!’ 

** Won't do any wood,” replied the agent: 
i the They pay a 
man $85 a month to go around every morn- 
ing to mix and muddle up all the clocks so 
that no one of them will be right and no two 


by 


‘it’s orders. 


company’s 


of them alike. 


The passenger gasped twice or thrice, but 
could not say anything. The ticket seller 
went on: 


He is 
does him 
and hear 
1 he buys a ticket and then 
finds his train has been gone two hours. It 
saves him the expense of going to the circus.” 

“Which wav is the wrong?” the 
passenger asked in despairing accents, “* fast 
or slow?” 

*Pon’t know,” replied the 
‘** That’s part of the fun, not to let 
in the 
r oht 
about ninety 
other.” 

With a hollow groan the passenger dropped 
his carpet-bag and wallet, and made a rush 
for the door, upsetting every man who got 
in his way. In about two minutes he came 
back, crestfallen and meek, and took his 
place at the end of the li When once 
more he walked to the window he said, as he 
named his station and bought his ticket like 
a sane man: 

‘* What made you talk to me like a liar?” 

**What made vou ask questions like a 
fool?” answered the ticket man. Burling- 


ton Hawkeye. 


‘** It’s the superintendant’s idea. 
fond of fun, enjoys a joke, and it 
good to see a man prance around 
him jaw when 


clock 


agent. 
anybody 
building know anything about the 
All that I know is that it’s 
minutes wrong, one way or the 


time, 


—* 


ne. 


A young lawyer of this city, who has a 
girl in Warren, and Corry, and 
another in Meadville. may be said to be al- 
ready conducting a circuit ecourt.—Oil City 
Derrick. 

Mrs. SHOpDY says she has just bought a 
new African for her baby. —Boston Trans- 


cript. 


one in 
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RISTMAS STORY. 


Prin 2 AXA find a 
Dash! Smash! 
Dash! 
A cry resounds through the crowded street, 
Mid clattering hoofs and hurrying feet: 
‘Stop him! Stop him! Oho! Hey! Hey! 
A spirited horse is running away!” 
Galloping, scampering, frightfully fast 

The terrified animal dashes past, 

Through a throng of busy men and boys— 
Oh, the grim confusion! the le noise! 


Crash! 


Smash! Crash! 


horrible 
As they scream and scatter in great dismay, 
And try their best to get out of the way . 
The runaway’s gone in a moment—and then 
There are left in his track two wounded men. 
One, With a ghastly gash in his head, 
Groans for a moment; and lo! he is dead. 
Never had he been the least afraid 
Of a sudden disaster, nor ever made 
For innocent babes or delicate wife 
Provision in case he should lose his life. 
There is grief in the house that once was bright; 
There are darkness and gloom instead of light; 
For the sorrowing mother of infants small 
Is left a widow, with nothing at all. 
THE OTHER, With badly broken bones, 
Is roughly dashed on the paving stones 
They carry him home and put him to bed, 
And the doctor gravely shakes his head 
As he ‘My friend, it’s a narrow escape; 
I find you in aterribly battered shape. 
I hope we'll be able th pull you through, 
3ut you'll stay in bed for a month or two.” 
And though he is suffering all the while, 
His face is wreathed with a pleasant smile, 
And he says, *‘ rhe prospect’s not so bleak, 
For I'll draw my twenty-five dollars a week. 
A Mutvat AccipENT Pouicy’s mine— 
What a pleasant prospect! Isn’t it fine? 
CuristMas Day—at the well spread table 
The man who was smashed is happily able 
To sit with his family-friends again, 
Fully recovered, and free from pain— 
And he tells of the awful crash that day 
When the terrified animal ran away, 
And dashed him down on the paving-stones— 
And he speaks from the depths of a thankful heart, 
Of the marvelous skill of the surgeon's art. 
But better than surgeon or medicine-chest, 
etter than all, and by far the best— 
He says he will always thankfully speak 
Of that welcome twenty-five dollars a week— 
And also, if he had lost his life, 
Five Thousand Dollars assured to his wife, 
By the United States Mutual Accident Association, 
Three hundred and twenty, Broadway, N. Y 
JAMES R. PITCHER. 


WEAK AND UNDEVELOPED PARTS OF THE 


HUMAN BODY ENLARGED, DEVELOPED & STRENGTH- 


SaVs, 


” 


ENED,” etc., isan interesting advertisement long run in our 
paper. In reply to swe will say that there is no evi 





denee of humbug « 


On the contrary, the advertisers 
are very hichly endorset nterested persons may get sealed 
circulars giving all ps ‘ulars, by addressing MEDICAL 
Co., P.O, Box 515, Buffalo, ’.—[{Toledo Evening Bee, 








‘* Bea yer pardon, but do yer think I can 
find Buffalo in New York?” inquired a 
Nath’l-Winkle-looking got-up Englishman 
of an American fellow passenger on the 
steamship. ‘* Buffalo in New York! Cer- 
tainly; only about four hundred miles from 
the city at the end of the Central railroad.” 
“Ah, yes! thank ver; feller down in the 
cabin just now said there wasn’t one ’thin 
two thousand miles of New York, yer know. 
Can’t fool an old sportsman, yer know, with 
that sort of gammon.”—Boston Commercial 
Bulletin. 
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ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


Gentlemen’ 


FURNISHING DEPARTMENT 


High Class Novelties in London & Paris Neckwear. 
Brocade and Japanese Silk Robes de Chambre. 
Cloth and Velveteen Smoking and Study Jackets. 
Dress Shirts, Collars and Cuffs, Ready-made or 


to Order. 


Blanket Steamer Robes, Turkish Bath Robes. 
UNDERWEAR AND HOSIERY, 


Of every Description. 
Chamois Vests and Drawers. 
Flannel Traveling & Negligee Shirts. 


Silk and Cheviot Pajamas, 


UMBRELLIAS. 


Evening, Street & Driving Gloves. 


BROADWAY, Corner 19th Street, 


RIBS VA 
oe et aS atee 


GIVEN AWAY! | - oo id a tue ce other goods an¢ 
trade, we cent stampa and t 
sand ¥ so Datagdhy-dhtene f : ot 
s beantiful litt 

t ‘ ..' awed g tixf 
“soot Covers unter « WONDE 
. te ND R= 
FUL POCKET BOOK with memnettine in 
orders Ww. Hi. SIZER, 
7 & ry WARREN STREET, ee NEW YORK” 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
\dvertising Stereopticans, new and second-hand 
A SPECIALTY, with Full Instructions 
rheir compact form and accurate work particularly 

adapt them for Public Exhibitions , 
With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 
may be earned. [RP ™ VIEWS in stock, and made to order 


Send for Catalogue JAKOBI & HART, 
S Fifth Avenue, New York 


AN NOW GRASP A FORTUNE. 
( “Y worth @1@0 free. Address 
RIDEOUT & CO. 


G , 10 Barclay st., N. Y, 


GEN UT S Wu AN TER DD seit ihe beat Fat 


ever invented vill i ! r 
kings with, HEFL aan TOE COMPLET in EWESTY 
es. It will aio Kune a gre “3 ‘ae = : ne r r 
there is alw ready . Se ior and 
to the TWOMBLY KNITTING MAC HINE COMPANY. 163 
ynt street, Boston. 





THE UDGE. 


‘**Shake Shtays In.” 


= mY bos Shake he comes a big shoke on 

* sald a ~~ ant faced farmer at the 
CGiratiot Av nue Station yesterday. 

* How was that?” 

‘Vhell. Shake was radder lazy and he 
eat more on der table ash two men. Last 
k | trikes on me for wages.” 

*Oh, no. Shake vhas only sixteen. | 
doan’ pelief he can earn his poard mit anv 
farmer, und so I tell him | vhas willing to 
poard und clothe him, und if some circus 
comes along I gif him feefty cents. Dot 
vhas goot enough for a boy mit sooch an 
appetite. But vhat you pelief Shake does?” 

* {| dunno.” 

‘He comes to town und drinks some peer 
und vhas arrested und sent up mit der work- 
house for seexty days. If 1 take hian out | 
haf to bay ten dollar cash. Dot vhas a big 
shoke on me, und Shake he laughs all oafer 
himself.” 

‘Why don’t vou leave him in there to 
serve out his time? He gets his board and 
clothes, and you have nothing for him to do 
at home in the winter.” 

*‘ By Shiminy, but I nefer tought of dot 
pefore. Dot’s so, dot’s so. Shake vhas no 
goot at home, und vhas only expense on me. 
If | doan Day dot ten dollar den he shtavs 
In. 

And the joke is on him.” 
If I take him out he 
laugh pehind my pack mit ter poys.* If | 
leaf him in I go oop to see him once a vheeck, 
und make some grins und ask him how it 
vhas so far he goes? Shake shtaysin. Ha! 
ha! ha! I vas tickled already.”—Detroit 


Free Press. 


‘ Dot’s so. dot’s so. 


Baggage-Smashing Romances. 


* WHERE'S that trunk been?” said a re- 
porter Vester lay, pointing to a dismantled 
hulk that had evidently put in to refit from 
the sea of summer travel. 


‘T should think that handle was yanked | 


off somewhere up the Northern Central. 
There’s a man at Elmira, I think it is, Whom 
we always know by the way he leaves his 
handles—always tears ’em off the same end 
of one side. The Stonington transfer splits 
trunks like a buzz saw, but when you get a 
trunk stove in at both ends, with the hinges 
off and the lock collapsed, you can be pretty 

There’s where 
You see they get 
so durned mad handling the chests of drawers 
and washstands and wood boxes that pass for 
baggage in that country, that they view every 
trunk as a natural enemy, and they single 
out the good ones like sharpshooters lay for 
officers.” 

‘What's your particular private mark?” 
asked the reporter. 


sure it’s been to ¢ anada, 
they do smash baggage 


** Oh, we don’t smash baggage here. Bag- 
gage smashin’, like the shakes in Jersery, is 
always in the next town. ButI ain’t got no 
grudge against these summer Suaratogas, any 
way,” said the baggage man, looking Ih a 
kindly way at the model village of two-story 
wooden houses about him.—Ph/ila. Times. 


TBE late Mr. Turgenef, the novelist, re- 
sembled Shakespeare in one thing at least. 
Ilis name could be spelled a dozen different 
ways without spoiling its symmetry. —_Vorris- 
hown He rald, , 


SEALSKIN Garments, sold by Terry & Co., 1159 
Broadway, corner Uith street, are of the celebrated TREAD 
WELL Dye, will never fade or wear yellow. No other house has 
them. It is OUR SPECIALTY, 


B. CANOLL, 


COMMISSION 


Grain and Provisions, 
i) Broadway and 9 New Street, N.Y. 


ORDERS EXECUTED THROUGH 


R & CO., Chicago, Ilis 


, Ohio 
outs, Mo. 
\’ & f > 
) 4 I ANCTS & BRO ‘ 
GILLETT HALL, Detroit, Mich 
Margins deposited with Farmers’ Loan & Trust Co., N.Y. 


ARPETS. 


MMOV AL. 


At close of present season we will remove to our 
new afid commodious building 
797 and 799 Third Avenue, 
orner 49th Street, (now in course of construction 
i oid moving our present immens¢ stock 
fer it at prices that will command « 
id immediate sale Stock is unusually large, : 
selected by experienced buyers from both For 
and Domestic Markets, and embraces all the 
patterns and shades in 


Axminster, 
Moquette, 
Velvets, 
Simyrnas, 
Brussels, 
Tapestries, 
Ingrains, 
Damasks, 
WITH BORDERS TO MATCH. 
ORIENTAL CARPETS and RUGS. Also Ken 


sington Art Squares in all sizes Mattings & Floor 
Cloths of all descriptions. 


WINDOW SHADES A SPECIALTY. 


We must sell this stock or move it at a great ex 
pense—therefore prices will be made to insure sale 
to all who appreciate excellent goods way below 
market prices i 

Purchases made by the readers of this paper de- 
livered free of charge 


REUBEN SMITH, 


No. 4 Fourth Avenue, New York. 
Near Cooper Institut 3d and 4th Avenue cars 
pass the door 


INDIAN Relics, Agate Goods, Curt- 
osities, Specimens Send stamp for 
tue to H. Hi. Tammen & Co., 

ndsor bik., Denver, Colo. 


$ « > . ’ . 
Columbia Bicycle 
Is what every Boy wants, and what every 
fan ought to have 
Send 3-cent stamp for new le ntly illu a 
ted 56-page Catalogue and Price List 


THE POPE MANUFACTURING C0.,, 
£26 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York Riding School, Mth st., near 3d av 


Print Your Own Gard 42's, Envel. 


our $ PRINTING PRESS. Larger sizes, for Cir 

culars, & Sito $75. For pleasure, money ma 

king, young or old Everything easy Printed 
© instructions. Send two stamps for Catalogue of 
Presses, Type, Cards, &c., to the Factory 


KELSEY «& CO., Meriden, Conn. 


RUPTURE 


B tE L wh” sae CURED without Ge taper Trusses inflict, by 
J. A. SF AN'S method Off | Broadway, New York 
Mia Wo ok, a rie tographic ecnuienes tl Gaal canek before and 

four eure mailed for cents 





Read’s 3-minnte Headache and Neura gta an never Fails 
Sent by mail on recei ‘ 
W. H. READ, Baltimore and Light cht Sts. R "Baltimore Md 









































: all 


¢ 
As 





the ¢ RA | 

( 5 ] the ew blood purifl 
bl 1 ly f impurities and pol 
and thus 1 1u 

( RA, the great Skin Cure, instantly all 
flar s the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulce 
and t t | r 

CuTi A SOA n exquisit ag Beautifler 
site, prepared fr i( I I 
Di ises, Baby Humor in’ Blemi hes 

‘ vRA REMI ES are absolutely pure ind the 
I i} rs and Sh B iflers 

s i ryvwl Price—Cuticura cen 
" it, $ I nr Dr 4 CHEMI 


BENNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square é& Upright 


=e LAWOSsS. 
15 E. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E. corner 124th st. and Ist ave., N 


Warerooms : 


SHERMAN, NOSLE & CO., 


rAl DEALERS IN 


BLACK GOODS 


OF ALL KINDS. 


Black Silks at the very Lowest Prices. 


Sherman, Noble & Co., 
No. 38 W. 23d St. 


neues WILSON S 
LIGHTNING SEWER? 


Two thousand stitchesa minute. 


absolutely first-class Sewir 
world. Sentontrial W 
Send pov bg op noes Cat 













or Rest 


Z } [Tea 
and Beauty 
Yj to the 
’ GUTICURA 
Bx? eis, ‘i A) REMEDIES. és 
i. ~™ Se Testimoni 





vue and Cl 
B. Ag s Wa THE WILSON SE w- 
ING M re HIN E ‘ O. » Chicago or New York. 












SF Ha 


EAC 





AYWARD,Gerr'/ Agen! 
AQT Broadway N.Y. City 


ae K! THE MACIC 


ee man W 
fy 1000 times. This is s« 








this ont end send with ‘ t « paper. 
STAR NOVELTY CO. GREENPOINT, N. % 


THE JUDGE. 


Helen’s Other Baby. 





** WHAT makes that noise?” asked a little 
hoy on the curs. 
Ihe cars,” 
‘What for?” 

* Because they are moving.” 

* What are they moving for?” 

The engine makes them.” 
‘What e nee , 
The engine in front.” 
‘* What’s it in front for?” 
To pull the train.” 
‘** What train?” 
This one.” 
This car?” repeated the youngster, 
pointi ng to the one in which they Sal. 

ee ¥ es. 

** What a s it pull it for?” 

The engineer makes ae 

* What engineer: 

The man on the engine.” 
** What engine?” 

The one in front.” 
‘What is it in front for?” 
‘I told you that before.” 

Told W ho what?” 

* Told you.” 

* What for?’ 

‘Oh, be still; you are a nuisance.” 

* What’s a nuisance?” 

se boy who asks too many questions. ” 

* Whose boy?” 

* My boy.” 

* What questions?” 

‘The conductor came just then and took up 
tickets, and the train pulled up at the 
station. 

The last we heard as the lady jerked the 
youngster off the platform was: 

‘What conductor?”—S¢. Louis Republi- 


can. 


answered the mother. 





It Was Perfectly Dreadful. 


On, L say, Chawley, that was a chawm- 
ing cweechaw you dawnced with at Mrs. 
Bullion’s t’other eve.” 

** No, Hawy, she was not chawming; she 
is a Vuleah eweechaw.” 

* Wy, weally, you don’t sav so, Chawley 

** Yas: she asked me if I liked conun- 
dwums, and [ told her that I had twied them 
in Paree, but I didn’t like them as well as 
fweid fwogs. \nd then she larfed actually 
larfed. Just think of a society gyurl 
larfing 

* Puffeckly dwedful, wasn’t it?” 

** Yas; and then she arsked me if I knew 
why Fweddie Simpson was a fountain of 
humor, and when I said no, she said it was 
because he was always having boils.” 

“Oh, Chawley . how could you? ‘Take me 
to a soda fountain. T feel faint, and need a 
stimulant.”"—San Francisco Post. 


THE New Jersey man who got his foot 
uzht ina railroad frog and shaved off 
part of his boot with a jack-knife was some- 
what put out to learn that the next train 
did not pass for eight hours. —Detroit Free 

Press. 

Martin Farguyar Tupper thinks men 
will yet be able to fly. They will want to if 
Tupper writes any more poetry.—Mi/ton 
Vews, 

THE generous give according to their 
means, others give according to their mean- 
hess, Picayune. 

| “T movu,” said a delegate in a Virginia convention, “that our 


chairman take a dose of Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup. Heisso hoarse 


that T cannot understand him.” That gentleman had no doubt 


tried this wonderful medicine. 


BONDS. 





WITH 
FIVE DOLLARS 
YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 
VIENNA CITY 


Government Bond, 


Which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
ire rede —r d 


FOUR TIMES NUALLY, 
Until each and every bond is re aecoeel with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a premiun 


is there are no blank 


THE THREE HIGHEST PREMIUMS AMOUNT TO 


200,000, 50,000 and 30,000 FLORINS, 


And Bonds not drawing one of the above pe miums must be re 
deemed with at least 150 Florins 


The next Redemption takes place on the 
2nd of January, 1884, 


And every Bond bought of us on or before the 2nd of January 
is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that day 

Out-of-town orders sent In registered letter inclosing five dol 
lars, Willsecure one of these Bonds for the next drawit 

or orders, circulars or any other information address the 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CoO., 
207 Broadway, cor. Fulton st., N. Y. City. 


ESTABLISHED IN 1874 


TP?" The above Government Bonds are ne be ipared with 
any Lottery wh ats oever, and do not ce mnfiict with any of the 
| laws of the United States 
| N. B.—In writing, please say that you saw this in THE Jup«ot 
| 
| A Positive Cure is NEW YORK. 
ELY' Ss A ee ploy was 
Micted with Catarrh as to be at times 
| — BALM, cap e le of attending to business. Ely’s 
alm CURED HIM Since which 
tine nt recommended it to several 


friends where cures have been effected 
EUGENE L. BUTTON 
Mfr. of Raven Gloss, 4 Warren street 
Apply by the little finger int the nos 
il It will b absorbed t ll 





colds in the he a. 
for circular for information and reliable 
testimonials. Will deliver by mail. 5) cts. 


_HAY-FEVER ee ae iN 


CREAM BALM Co., Owegt 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER'S 


Breakfast Cocca. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of C 1 mixed 


with Starch, tor Sugar, 








more economi- 





and is therefore far 
cal. It is pgp nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably pe hese for invalids as 


well as for persons in health, 


Sold by Grocers cers everywhere. 


V. BAKER & (C0., Dorchester, Mass. 
THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
N wa Nos.: 048, 14, 130,333, 161. 
For SALE BY ALL STATION —~ 
ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN 
Works, Camden, N.J. 26 obs Sh. tow York. 


€ INSTITOUTS. | 


Bt o Established in 1872 forthe eu 
AV of Cancer, Tumors, = 

tt ts Scrofula, and Skin we 
without the useof knife or loss of blood anc 
pain. For information, circulars and refer 
address Dr. I’. L. POND, Aurora, Kane Co., 


eading London rin weve es 
shes gn aessis ew York 
ae plishes ep ILE 
From Am. Journal of mat ine 
Dr. Ab. Meserole (late of London), who 
makes a specialty ot Epilepsy, has without 
1 + physi 


donbt treated and cured more cases t! other living 

Ilis success has simply 2am astonishing ; we have heard 0 

over 20 years’ standing successfully cured byhim. Ho 

a work On this disease, satan h he sends with a large bottle of | 4 

derful cure free to any sufferer who may send their express eud P. 
B83, Ve — any one wishing acure to address 

? ? . Ae. MESEROLE. No. 96 Jobn St., N ew York. 


T have a positive ree 
medy forthe above d 
ease ; by its t 
an ee « not b the 


ret kind and of long senaang tt been cured 

















= my faith In its efficacy, that J wil: send TWO B orrt. es t 
} ear with a VALUABLE TRE ATISE on this disease, to any ‘suffer. 
iv. Express & P.O. address D1s.T. A. SLOUUM, 181 Pearl St., N.Y. 













































PHOTY 


TSUSMAL APPEARANCE 
SOF WIFE N21. 


rn 


~ 
~~ * 


™ 


Sarit ENOUGH 
ONE "QOME TIMES ONE js TO MANY) TD WACK WIESE 


NOTES ON BIGAMY. 





